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Ballater aside. "Better wait," he said. "We shall know
soon enough."

And as if in answer to him, Julie's voice from a couple
of yards away was saying:

"I don't believe it. It's no good telling me again, Sophie,
I don't believe it. . . . Where is the lie?"

She was facing him, her back to the tennis. Supported
by the railing, she stood on the piece of board that rimmed
the court, and was raised above those who surrounded
her. Van Arkel, a few feet beyond, had hastily thrust the
bulletin into his pocket and was uplifting both his white
hands to applaud a stroke in the renewed game.

"Mooie slag!" he cried, dancing on his toes. "Good
shot, Mimi!"

"It's the Wolff Bureau," Julie said. "It's bound to be
a lie."

But it was written in her face that she believed it. There
was belief in the steely lightness of her tone, in the bracing
of her body as though she had been struck. What Sophie
and the Baroness were saying to her, Lewis could not hear.
Their faces were turned from him; their words were lost
in the mutterings, the questions, the exclamations of the
crowd. But van Arkel's voice, high-pitched, excited,
triumphant, was not to be mistaken.

"Why should it be a lie?"

"It's the Wolff Bureau."

"Do you accept nothing from German sources?"

Julie turned upon him with so terrible a mingling of
scorn and anguish that, though he had not perhaps in-
tended the full bitterness that had sprung from his words,
he fell back from her. But she did not speak.

"I'm sure it will greatly shorten this terrible war," the
Baroness was saying in a fluttering, conciliatory voice, and
she put out her hand towards Julie as if she hoped to draw
her away*

"It will. It will," van Arkel cried. "With the English
fleet beaten, the war will be over in less than a week."

"What a happy ending," Sophie put in. "Think, in less
than a week you may be in Germany again."